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Came to the barrier which they
Had captured in their first foray,                                             4,660
And in fierce onslaught he repelled
Them j with the battle-ax he held
He sent ten foes into their grave,
Dealing them blows so stout and brave
That no knight e'er deserved such praise
Since Oliver's and Roland's days;
So was the barrier won back
Which the foes took in their attack,
But ere 'twas won, there was great shout
And strife and fighting all about.                                             43670
THE  ATTACK   FAILS
And those assailing Acre meanwhile
Had filled the moats with many a pile;
They nonetheless found it was meet
To change their tactics and retreat,
So they abandoned the attack
And to their own quarters 4 went back.
Thus fruitless the attack remained:
The people cried out and complained,
And bitterly vituperated
The kings they had so long awaited.                                          4>68o
"Lord God," said each before his tent,
"How little has our waiting meant!"
Now while our men their armor doffed,
The Saracens hooted and scoffed;
And seeing ours had changed attire,
The Saracens once more set fire
To the machines of war the king
Of France built for the capturing
Of Acre $ this filled his heart with fury
(*Twas well known, and I heard the story),                             4,690
And he fell sick, too sick to ride
Upon his battle steed astride.
*The text has "quarels," which is meaningless. G. Paris renders it "camp."